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Haycock and TAwDRY. 


HAYCOCK. 


VXX“QU he did not give you a fiagle 
= Shilling ? 
Ta. No, upon my Honour. 
say. Very well. They ſpend 
ſo much Money in Shew and E- 
quipage, that they can 7 more pay their Lat 
1 ies 


Ton. 
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dies than their Tradeſmen. If it was not for 
Mr. Zorobabel, and ſome more af his Fetſua- 
ſion, I muſt ſhut up my Doors. Y 

Tam. Beſides, Ma am, virtuous Wegen 
and Gentlemen's Wives come ſo 
no Man will go to the Price of a Lady bf the 


Hay. I thought Weftmi er-Hall dere 
given them a Surfeit of their virtuous Wo- 
men: eg notes will do; tho a Jury 
of Cuckolds were to 2 och ſwin 
Damages, 1 it will 4 Men from 
ing more Jurymen. In ſhort, nothing 2 do 
us any ſervice but an Act of er 
7 Bil Door, 
aw. Have you put a on 
Ma 'am, as you Tonk oh | = 
Hay. It is up, it is up. Oh Tawdry ! that 
a Woman who hath: been bred, and always li- 
ved like a Gentlewoman, and followed a po- 
_ of Buſineſs, ſhould be reduced to let 


88. 
755. It is a melancholy Conſideration 


truly. 

[ Knocking. 

But hark! I hear a Coach ſtop. 
Hay. Some Rake or other, who is too 
to have any Reputation. This is 
not a Time of Day for good Cuſtomers to 
walk abroad. The Citizens, good Men ! can't 
leave their Shops * ſoon. 


Servant 
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S Servant enters. 
Madam, a Gentleman and Lady to en- 
quire for Lodgings; they ſeem to be juſt 
come out of the Country, for the Coach 
and Horſes are in a terrible dirty Pickle. 
Hay. Why don't you ſhew them in? Taw- 
dry, who knows what Fortune hath ſent us? 

Taw. If ſhe had meant me any Good, 

ſhe'd have ſent a Gentleman without a Lady. 
Servant returning with John, 

This is my Miſtreſs, Friend. 

Fohn, Do you take Volks in to live here? 
Becauſe if you do, Madam and the-Squire will 
come and live with you. 

| ou Then your Maſter is a Squire, Friend, 
is he? 

Jobn. Ay, he is as good a Squire as any 
within five Miles o en: Tho't he was but a 
Footman before, what is that to the purpoſe? 
Madam has enough for both o' em. 

Hay. Well, you may defire your Maſter | 
and his Lady to walk in. I believe I can fur- 
niſh them with what they want, What think 
you, Tawdry, of the Squire and his Lady, by 
this Specimen of them ? 

Taw. Why I think if I can turn the Squire 
to as good Account as you will his Lady, (I 
mean if ſhe be handſome,) we ſhall have no 
reaſon to repent our Acquaintance. You will 
ſoon teach her more Grace, than to be plea- 

B 2 ſed 
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ſed with a Footman, eſpecially as he is her Huſ- 
band. | | 
Hay. Truly, I muſt fay, I love to fee La- 
dies prefer themſclves. Mercy on thoſe who 
betray Women to ſacrifice their own Intereſt : 


I would not have ſuch a Sin lie on my Con- 
ſcience for the World. 


FEC CIR POL ATR OCT EO OAY 
Enter Mr. THOMAS, Wire, and 
SERVANTS. 


Tho. Madam, your humble Servant, My 
Fellow here tells me you have Lodgings to lett, 
pray what are they, Madam ? 

Hay. Sir, my Bill hath informed you, 

Tho, Pox! 1 am afraid the ſuſpects I can't 
read. 

Hay. What Conveniencigs, Madam, would 
your Ladyſhip want ? 

Wife. Why, good Woman, I ſhall want 
eyery thing which other fine Ladyſhips want. 
Indeed, I don't know what I ſhall want yet ; 
for I never was in Town before: But I ſhall 
want every thing I ſee. 2 

The. 1 hope your Apartments here are hand- 
ſome, «ad that People of Faſhion uſe to lodge 
with you. 

Hay. If you pleaſe, Sir, I'll wait on your 
Honour, and ſhew you the Rooms, os 
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Tho. Ay do, do ſo; do wait on me. John, 
do you hear, do you take care of all our Things. 

Wife. Ay pray, John, take care of the 
great Cake and the cold Turkey, and the Ham 
and the Chickens, and the Bottle of Sack and 
the two Bottles of Strong Beer, and the Bot- 
tle of Cyder. 

Jobn. T'll take the beſt care I can: but a 
Man would think he was got into a Fair. 
The Folks ſtare at one as if they had never 
ſeen a Man before. 

[Remain TAWwDRY and Wires. 


Taw. Pray, Madam, is not your Ladyſhip 
infinitely tired with your Journey ? 
\ Wife. I tired! not I, I an't tired at all; I 
could walk twenty Miles further. 

Taw. Oh, I am ſurprized at that; moſt fine 
Ladies are horribly fatigued after a Journey. 

Wife. Are they? —Hum! I don't know 
whether I an't ſo too; yes I am, I am, horribly 
fatigued. (Well, I ſhall never find out all that a 
fine Lady ought to be.) [ Afrde. 

Taw, Was your Ladyſhip never in Town 
before, Madam ? 

Wife. No, Madam, never before that I 
know of. 

Taw. I ſhall be glad to wait on you, Ma- 
dam, and ſhew you the Town. ; 

Wife. Tam very much obliged to you, Ma- 
dam: and I am reſolved to fe every thing 

that 
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that is to be ſeen: The Tower, and the 

Crowns, and the Lions, and Bedlam, and the 

Parliament-Houſe, and the Abbey 

Ta. O fie, Madam! theſe are only Sights 
for the Vulgar; no fine Ladies go to theſe. 

_ Wife. No! why then I won't neither. Oh 
odious Tower, and filthy Lions. — But pray, 
Madam, are there no Sights for a fine Lady to 
ſee ? | 

_ Taw. O yes, Madam; there are Ridot- 
tos, Maſquerades, -Court, Plays, and a thou- 
ſand others, ſo many, that a fine Lady has ne- 
ver time to be at home, but when ſhe is aſleep. 

Wife. 1 am glad to hear that ; for I hate to 
be at home: But, dear Madam, do tell me 
for I ſuppoſe you are a fine Lady. 

Taw. At your Service, M . 

- Wife. What do your fine Ladies do at theſe 
Places ? what do they do at Maſquerades now ? 
for I have heard of them in the Country. 

© Taw. Why they dreſs themſelves in a ſtrange 
Dreſs, and they walk up and down the Room, 
and they cry, Do you know me? and then they 
burſt out a laughing, and then they fit down, 
and then they get up, and then they walk a- 
bout again, and then they go home. | 

Wife. Oh, this is charming, and eaſy too ; 
I ſhall be able to do a Maſquerade in a Mi- 
nute: Well, but do tell me a little of the reſt. 
What do they do at your what d'ye call 'ems, 
your Plays ? 


Taw, 
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Taw. Why, if they can, they take a Stage 
Box, where they let the Footman fit the two 
firſt Acts, to ſnew his Livery ; then they come 
in to ſhew themſelves, ſpread their Fans upon 
the Spikes, make Curt'fies to their Acquain- 
tance, and then talk and laugh as loud as they 
are able. 

Wife. O delightful. By Gole, I find there 
is nothing in a fine Lady 3 any body may be 
a fine Lady if this be all. | 

AN. E 


Flaunting, and Ranting, 
If Noſe and Gallanting 
Be all in fine Ladies requir'd; 

Tl warrant Tl be. 
As fine a Lady 
As ever in TJoum was admir d. 


At Plays I will rattle, 
Tittle=tattle, 
Tittle-tattle, 
Prittle-prattle, 
Prittle-prattle, 

As gay and as loud as the beft : 
And at tother Place, 
With a Maſk on my Face, 
T aſk all] fee 
Do you know me ? 

Do you know me ? 
And te be, he, 
And te, be, he ! 


At nothing as loud as a Feſt. Thomas 
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Thomas and Haycock return. 


. Tho. My Dear, I have ſeen the Rooms, and 


are PSs d e ue Þ 
4 Faſhion,” n 


Wife. O my Dear, I am extremely glad 
on't. | Scheer Mangas Ha, ha, ha, — 
¶ Erete bing aut ber Fan before her ) ha, ha, ha! 

Tho, Heyday ! What's the matter now ? 

Wife. I am only doing over a fine Lady at 
a Maſquerade or Play, ts all. 

She — apart with her Husband. 

_ Taw. J She's Simplicity itſelf. A 

Card Fortune has dealt you, which it's impoſ- 

ſible for you to play ill. Von may bring her 
to any Purpoſe. 

Hay. I am glad to hear it; for ſhe's really 
pretty, and 1 ſhall ſcarce want a Cuſtomer for 
a Tit-bit. 

Wife. Well, my Dear, you won't ſtay long, 
for you know I can hardly bear. you out of my 
Sight ; I ſhall be quite miſerable till you come 
back, my dear, dear Tommy. 

Tho. My dear Lucy, I will but go find out 
a Taylor, and be back with you in an Inſtant. 

Wife. Pray do, my Dear. Nay, t'other 


Kaſs; one more,. —oh thou art = ſweeteſt 
Creature, 


Wife. 
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Wife. Well Miſs, fine Lady, pray how do 
you like my Husband ? Is he not a charming 
Man ? 

Taw. Your Husband! dear Madam, and 
was it your Husband that you kiſs'd ſo ? 

Wife. Why, don't fine Ladies kiſs their 
Husbands ? 

Taw, No, never. 

Wife, O-la! but I do not like that tho“; by 
Gole, I believe I ſhall never be a fine Lady, 
if I muſt not be kif'd. 1 like being a fine 
Lady in other Things, but not in that ; I thank 
you. If your fine Ladies are never kitsd, by 
Gole, I think we have not ſo much Reaſon to 
envy them as I imagin'd. 


S ON. 


Hou happy are the Nymphs and Swains, 

Who skip it, and trip it, all over the Plains 3 
How ſweet are the Kiſſes, 
How ſoft are the Bliſſes, 


Tranſporting the Lads, and all melting their 
Miſſes ? 


5 i Ladies here ſo nice are grown, 

Who jaunt it, and flaunt it, all over the Town, 
To fly as from Ruin, 
From Billing and Cooing, 

A Fig for their Ai 'rs, give me plain Country 


Wang. 
C Taw, 


w NM Lucy in Tron. 

Taw, O you miſtake me, Madam; a fine 
Lady may kiG any Man but her Husband -— 
You will have all the Beaus in Town at your 
Service. 

Wife. Beaus! O Gemini, thoſe are the Things 
Mi: Fenny uſed to talk of. — And pray, Ma- 
dam, do Beaus kiſs ſo much ſweeter and better 
than other Folks ? | 
Ja. Hum! I camt fay much of that. 
Wife. And pray then, why muſt I like them 
better than my own Husband ? 

Hay. Becauſe it's the Faſhion, Madam. Fine 
Ladies do every Thing becauſe it's the Faſhion 
81 to appear big with 
uſe b ke che Fabien They loſe their 
—— Whisk, without underſtanding the 
Game; they go to Auctions, without intending 
+ they go to Operas, without any Ear ; 
and flight their Husbands without diſliking 
them; and all-—becauſe it is the Faſhion. 
Wife. Well, T1l-try to be as much in Fa- 
ſhion as I can: But pray when muſt I go to 
theſe Beaus ; for I really long to ſee them? For 
_ enny ſays, ſhe's ſure I ſhall like them 

I do, Hacks! I believe I ſhall tell them 
ſo, notwithſtanding what our. Parſon ſays. 

"Hay. Bravely ſaid; I will ſhew you ſome 
fine Gentlemen, which I warrant you-will like. 
Wife. And will they like me ? 

Taw. Like you | they'll adore you, they'll 
| * es Says ea — 
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the moſt charming, beautiful, fine Creature 
that ever my Eyes beheld. 

Wife. What's that? Do, ſay that over again, 

Taw. ( repeats) Madam, you are, &c. 

Wife. And will they think all this of me ? 

Jau. No doubt of it. They'll ſwear it. 

Wife, Then to be fure they will think it. 
Yes, yes, to be ſure they will think fo, I 
with I could fee theſe charming Men. 

Hay. O you will ſee them every where. 
Here in the Houſe I have ſeveral to viſit me, 
who have ſaid the fame thing to me and this 
young Lady. f 

Wife. What did they call you charming and 

beautiful ? — By Gole, I think they may = 
well fay ſo to me [ afige. ] But when will thele 
charming Men come ? 
Hay. Theyll be here immediately: But your 
Ladyſhip will dreſs yourſelf, I ſee your Man 
has brought your Things, I ſuppoſe your La- 
dyſhip has your Clothes with you. 

Wife. Oh yes, I have Clothes enough; 1 
have a fine Thread Satin Suit of Clothes of all 
the Colours in the Rainbow ; then I have a 


fine red Gown flower'd with Yellow, all my 


own Work ; and a fine lac'd Suit of Pinners, 
that was my Great Grandmother's! that has 
been worn but twice theſe forty Years, and my 


Mother told me, coſt almoſt four Pounds when 
it was new, and reaches down hither. And then 
I have g great Gold Watch that hath conti- 

5 C 2 nued 
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nued in our Family, I can't tell how long, and 
is almoſt as broad as a moderate Punch Bowl; 
and then I have two great Gold Ear-Rings, 
and fix or ſeven Rings for my Finger, worth 
above twenty Pound all together ; and a thou- 
ſand fine Things that you ſhall ſee. 

Hay. Ay, Madam, theſe Things would have 
dreſt your Ladyſhip very well an hundred 
Years ago: But the Faſhions are altered. Laced 
Pinners, indeed! You muſt cut off your Hair, 
and pet a little Perriwig, and a French Cap ; 
and inſtead of a great Watch, you muſt have 
one ſo ſmall, that it is impoſſible it ſhould go; 
and—— But come, this young Lady will in- 
ſtruct You, Pray, Miſs, wait on the Lady to 
her Apartment, and fend for * Tradeſ- 
men to dreſs her; ſuch as the fine Ladies uſe. 
Madam, you ſhall be dreſt as you ought to be. 

Wife. Thank you, Madam; and then I ſhall 
be as fine a Lady as the beſt of them. By 
Gole, this London is a charming Place. If ever 
my Husband gets me out of it again, I am miſ- 
taken. Come, dear Miſs, I am impatient. Do 
you know me ? ha, he, ha! | 
| [Ex. Wife and Tawdry, 


Enter 
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FEE 
Enter Lord BAwBLE. 


Ld, B. So, Old Midnight, what Schemes 
art thou plodding on ? 

Hay. O fie! my Lord; I proteſt, if Sir Thomas 
and you don't leave off your Midnight Riots, 
you will ruin the Reputation of my Houſe for 
ever. I wonder too, you have no more Re. 
gard to your own Characters. 

Ld. B. Why, thou old canting Offspring of 
Hypocriſy, doſt thou think that Men of Qua- 
lity are to be confined to the Rules of Decency, 
like ſober Citizens, as if they were aſhamed of 
their Sins, and afraid they ſhould loſe their 
Turn of being Lord Mayor? 

Hay. We ought all to be aſhamed of our 
Sins. O my Lord, my Lord, had you but 
heard that excellent Sermon, on Kennington 
Common, it would have made you aſhamed : 
I am ſure it had fo good an Effect upon me, 
So I ſhall be aſhamed of my Sins as long as 

hve. 

Ld. B. Why don't you leave them off then, 
and lay down your Houſe ? | 

Hay. Alas, I can't, I can't; I was bred up 
in the Way : But I repent heartily ; I repent 
every Hour of my Life ; and that I hope will 
make Amends, | 


Ld, B. 


—_ K* 2 
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Ld. 8 ea my Jenm Ranter ? 
He Fron is 
of Girls ; it almoſt breaks my tender Heart to 
think on't : Nay, I ſhall never out-live her 
Loſs, (crying. ) My Lord, Sir Thomas and you 
_—T 64 


"i 
B. nee een | 


dead ? 
weis dun d M and married to "= 
the Brethren, 


368. O. if that be all, we ſhall Have her 


ty. Alas ! Ifear not; for they are powerful 
put ſuch good Things into Women. 
——But 42 my Lord, —＋ go the Finances, 


for I have ſuch a Piece of Goods, ſuch a Girl 


juſt arrived out of the Country! 1 
my Soul as pure a Vn for! have known 
her whole bringing up : She is a Relation of 
mine ; her Father oft me her Guardian. 
have juſt brought her from a Boarding-School 
to have her under my own Eye, and complete 
her Education, 

Id. B. Where is ſhe ? let me ſee her, 

Hay, Not a Step without the Ready. I 
told you I was her Guardian, and I ſhall not 
der, my my Truſt. 

B. — x ea 
Hay, 
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Hay. I have too much value for your Lord- 
ſhip's Honour, to have it left in pawn. Be- 
fides, I have more Right Honourable Honour 
in my hands unredeemed already, than I know 
what to do with. However, I think you may 
depend on my Honour; depoſite a cool Hun- 
dred, and you ſhall ſee her; and then take ei- 
ther the Lady or the Money. 

Ld. B. I know thee to be inexorable. III 
ſep home and fetch the Money, I gave that 
Sum to my Wife this Morning to buy her 
Clothes. I'll take it from her again, and let 
her tick with the Tradeſmen. Look'e, if 
this be ſtale Goods, I'll break every Window 
in the Houſe. ; 

Hay. Til give you leave. He'll be tir'd of 
her in a Week, and then I may diſpoſe of her 
in. Iam afraid I did wrong in putting her 
off for a Virgin, for ſhe'll certainly diſcover ſhe 
is married. However, I can forſwear the knowe- 
ing it. 
P [Zorobabel brought in, in a Chair, with 
the Curtains drawn. 
O here's one of my ſober Cuſtomers. — 


Mr. Zorobabel, is it you? I am your Worſhip's 
moſt obedient Servant. 

Zor. How do you do, Mrs. Haycock? T 
hope no body ſees or over-hears. This is an early 
Hour for me to viſit at. I have but juſt been 


at home to dreſs me, fince 1 came from 


Ally. 
: Hay. 
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Hay. I ſuppoſe your Worſhip's Hands are 
w_ full there now with your Lottery- 
ickets? | 

Zor. Fuller than I defire, Mrs. Haycock, I 
aſſure you. We hoped to have brought them to 
ſeven Pounds before this; that would have been 
a pretty comfortable Intereſt for our Money.— 
But, have you any worth ſeeing in your Houſe ? 

Hay. O Mr. Zorobabel ! ſuch a Piece 
ſuch an Angel! | alt 

Zor. Ay, ay, where? where? 

Hay. Here in the Houſe. 

Zor. Let me ſee her this inſtant. | 

Hay. Sure nothing was ever ſo unfortunate! 

Zor. Hey! what ? | 

Hay. O Sir! not thinking to ſee your Wor- 
ſhip this buſy Time, I have promiſed her to 
Lord Bauble. 

Zor. How, Mrs. Haycock, promiſe her to a 
Lord without offegng her to me firſt ? Let me 
tell you, tis an Affront not only to me, but to 
all my Friends: And you deſerve never to 
have any but Chriſtians in your Houſe again. 

Hay. Marry forbid ! Don't utter ſuch Cur- 
ſes againſt me. 

Zor. Who is it ſupports you? Who is it 
can ſupport you? Who have any Money be- 
ſides us? | y | 
Hay. Pray your Worſhip forgive me. 

Sor. No, I will deal higher for the future, 
with thoſe who are better acquainted with 
* | Lords 
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Lords; they will know whom to prefer. I 
muſt tell you, you are a very ungrateful Wo- 
man. I know a Woman of Faſhion at St. 
Fames's end of the Town, where I might deal 
cheaper than with yourſelf ;' tho I own 
indeed, yours is rather the more reputable Houſe 
bf the two. 

Hay. But my Lord hath never ſeen her 
yet. 
6 Zor. Hath he not? Why then he never 
ſhall, till I have done with her: She'll be good 
enough for a Lord half a year hence, Come, 
fetch her down, fetch her down, How long 


hath ſhe been in Town ? | 

Hay. Not two Hours. Pure Country in- 
nocent Fleſh and Blood. ——-But what ſhall I 
ſay to my Lord ? x A 

Zor. Say any thing: Put off ſome body 
elſe upon Him; a ſtale Woman of ay, or 
ſomebody who hath been in Weſtminſter- 
Hall and the News-Papers. 

Hay. Well, I'll do the beſt I can ; tho'; up- 
on my Honour, I was to have had 200 Gui- 
neas from my Lord. | 

Zor. Two hundred Promiſes you mean 
but had it been ready Caſh, I'll make you a- 
mends if I like her; we'll never differ about 
the Price; ſo fetch her, fetch her. 

Hay. I will, an't pleaſe your Worſhip. 
| Exit. 
Zor. Soh! the Money of Chriſtian Men 


D pays 
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pays for the Beauty of Chriſtian Women. A 
good Exchange! x 


Enter Hay cock. [A Norſe without. 


Hay. O Sir, here are ſome noiſy People 
coming this way; flip into the next Room: I 
am as tender of your Reputation as of my 
own. 

Zor. You are a ſenſible Woman, and 1 
commend your as for Reputation is the 

Soul of a 7 
ay. Go in = T will quickly clear the 
Craft for you again. [Exit Zor. 
Now for my Gentlemen ; and if I miſtake not 
their Voices, one is an Opera- Singer, and the 
* a Singer in one of our Playhouſes. 


ECC ͤ TTT 


Enter Signior CAN TILENO and 
Mr.BALLAD. 


Hoy. What is the matter, Gentlemen ? 
what is the matter? 

Cant. Begar I vil ave de Woman; begar I 
vil ave her. 
Bal. You muſt win her firſt, Signor; and 
X you can gain her Affections, Iam too much 


an 
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an Engliſhman to think of reſtraining her 
from purſuing her own Will. | 

Cant. Never fear, me vin her. No Eng- 
liſh Woman can withſtand the Charms of my 
Voice. 

Hay. If he begins to ſing, there will be no 
end on't, I muſt go look after my young 
Lady. * 

SONG. 
Cant. Mufic ſure hath Charms to move, 
With my Song, with my Song Tl charm 
my Love. 
This good Land, where Money grows, 
Well the Price of Singing knows : 
Hither all the Warblers throng ; 
Taking Money, 
Milk and Honey, 
Taking Money for à Song. 


Bal. Ha, ha, ha ! What the devil ſhould an 
1tahan Singer do with a Miſtreſs ? 

Cant. Aſk your Women, who are in love 
with the Italian Singers. 


SONG. 


See, while I ftrike the vocal Lyre, 
Beauty languiſh, languiſh and expire: 
Like Turtle-Doves, in wooing Fit, 
See the blooming Charmers fit ; 
| D 2 Softly 
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Softly fixing, 


ching, 
While fweet Sounds to Raptures move: 
Trembling, thrilling, 
Sweetly killing, 


Airs that fan the W ings of Love. 
SONG. 


Bal. Be gone thou Shame of Human Race, 
The noble Roman Soil's Diſgrace ; 
Nor vainly with a Briton dare 
* Attempt to win a Britiſh Farr. 


2. 
For manly Charms the Britiſh Dame 
Shall feel a fiercer nobler Flame ; 
To manly Numbers lend ber Ear, 
And ſcorn thy ſoft enervate Air. 


Enter a Porter. 


Por. to Cant. Sir, the Lady's in the next 
Room. 

Cant. Ver vel. Begar I vil ave her. 

Bal. TIl follow you, and ſee how far the 


Charms of your Voice will prevail. 


Enter 
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FD 


Enter Zo ROoBA BEL, HAvYCOCK, 
and WI E. 


Hay. (to her entering.) I am going to intro- 
duce cok) Ladyſhip we 7 of 2 fine Gentle 
men whom I told —— r 

Wife. ( ſurveying bim aukwardly.) Is this a 
W fine C —— — By Goles Mr. 
Thomas isa finer Gentleman, in my Opinion, a 
thouſand times. 

Zor, Madam, your humble Servant ; I ſhall 
always think myſelt obliged to Mrs. Haycock 
for introducing me to a young Lady of your 

rfect Beauty. Pray, Madam, how long 
— you been in Town? 

Wife. Why, 1 have been in Town about 
three Hours: I am but a Stranger here, 
Sir ; but I was very lucky tomeet with this civil 
Gentlewoman and this fine Lady, to teach me 
how to dreſs and behave myſelf. Sir, I would 
not but be a fine Lady for all the World. 

Zor. Madam, you are in the right on't : And 
this ſoft Hand, this white Neck, and theſe 
ſweet Lips were formed for no other pur- 
poſe. | 

Wife. Let me alone mun, will you; I 
won't be pull'd and hall'd about by you, I 
won't. For I am very ſure you don't kiſs 
half ſo ſweet as Mr. Thomas. 5 55 

| Zor. 
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* Zor. Nay, be not coy, my Dear; 1 
will faffer me to kiſs you, 1 will make 
fineſt of Ladies; you ſhall have Je — 
to a Woman of Quality: ——Nay, en . 
niſh a Houſe for you in any Part of the Town, 
and you ſhall ride in a fine gilt Chair, carried by 
tom toe Fellows, that 1 veill keep for no other 
Hey. Madam, if you will but like this Gen- 
* — he'll make "pdf ako Pr 'Tis he, 
and ſome more of his acquaintance, that make 
half the fine Ladies in Town. 
Wife. Ay! Why then I will like him._—1 
will ay 1 do, which I ſuppoſe. is the fame 
thing. Lal.] But when ſhall I have all theſe 
fine Things ? for I long to begin. 
Zor. And fo do I, my. Angel, 
[Offering to kiſs "ab 
een I won't kiſs any more, till I 
ern —— 
Hay. to. Zor. Fetch her ſome Bawbles; any 
Toys will do. 
Wife. But if you will fetch me all the 
— you promiſed me, you ſhall kiſs me as 
as 
r. "But when I have done all theſe things; 
you. muſt never ſee any other Man but me. 
Wife. Muſt not I ?——But I don't like 


that———And will you ſtay with me always 
| Zor. 


Se * 
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Zor. No; I ſhall only come to fee you in 
Wife. (O then it will be well enough, — 
for I will ſee whom I pleaſe all the Day, and 
you ſhall know nothing of the matter.) ¶ Afide. 
Indeed I won't ſeeany body elſe but you; in- 
deed I won't. But do go and fetch me theſe 
fine Things. 4 
Zor. I go, my Dear. Mrs. Haycock, pray 
take care of her. I never ſaw any one ſo pret- 
ty nor ſo filly. 
Wife. I heard you, Sir; but you ſhall find! 
have ſenſe enough to out-wit you. Well, Miſs 
Fenny may ſtay in the Country if ſhe will; 
and fee nothing but the great jolly Parſon, who 
never gives any thing but a Noſegay, or an 
handful of Nuts for a Kiſs. But where's the 
young Lady that was here juſt now? for to m 
mind I am in a new World, and my Head is 
quite turn'd giddy. 
Hay. It is a common Effect, Madam, 
which the Town-Air hath on young Ladies, 
when firſt they come into it. 


ACNE TACT IEP ALI ICT ACP ACIAEI ALI ICY AC? Jet 
Enter CANTILENO, 


Cant. Begar dat dam Ergl;/þ Ballad-finging 
Dog hath got away de Woman... —ah, pardie 
voila une autre | going towards ber, 


I Hay. 
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Hay. Hold, hold, Signor ; this Lady is not 
for you. She i is a Woman of Quality, and 
her Price is alittle beyond your Pocket. 

Cant. Begar I like none but de Woman of 
Quality. And you no know the Price of my 
Pocket. See here are fifty Gui- 
1 are not above the Value of two 

8. 


8 ON G. 


7; Beauty compar'd, pale Gold I deſpiſe; | 

No Fewels can ſparkle like Cxlia's bright 
Eyes : 

Let Miſers with pleaſure furvey their bright 
Maſs ; 

With far greater Raptures I view my fine 
Lafs : 

Gold leck'd in my Coffers for me * no Charms; 
Then its Value 1 bun, 
Then I prize it alone, 

When it tempts blooming Beauty to fly to my 
Arms. | 


Wife. This is certainly one of thoſe 
tiſn Singers Miſs Jem uſed to talk of, 
mimic : She ta —— — 


RRCITATIVVE. 


"I Brighteſt Nymph turn here t _ Eyes; 
Bebold thy Swain deſpairs and dies. 1 
Wie, 
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Wife. A Voice ſo fweet cannot deſpair, 
Unleſs from Deafneſs, of the Fair; 
Such Sounds muſt move the dulleſt Ear: 
Leſs fiveet the warbling Nightingale ; 
Leſs _ the Breeze ſweeps thro the 
WW 


SONG, 


Cant. Sweeteſt Cauſe of all my Pain, 
Pride and Glory of the Plain, 

See my Anguiſh, 

See me languiſh : 


Pity thy expiring Swain. 


Wife. Gentle Youth, of my Diſdain, 
Ab, too cruel you complain ; 
My tender Heart 
Feels greater ſmart ; 
Pity me expiring Swain. 


Cant. Will you then all my Pangs deſpiſe ? 

Wil Nothing jour Sal move ? 
Wife. Can you not read my wiſhing Eyes? 

Ab, muſt I tell you that I love ? ; 
Cant. 1 faint, I die. 
Wife, And ſo do J. 


E BALLASP 


Y 
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N 
BALLAD enters, and ſings. 


SONG. 


Turn hither your Eyes, bright Maid, 
Turn hither with all your Charms ; ; 
Behold a jolly young Blade, 
Who longs to be claſp'd in your Arms: 
To fighing and whining, 
To ſobbing and pining, 
Then merrily bid adieu. 
Cant. See how Texpire. 
Bal. See how I'm on fire, 
And burn, my dear Nymph, for you. 


Wife, Thus ſtrongly purſu'd, 
By two Lovers woo'd, 
What fhall a poor Woman do? 
But a Lover in Flames, 
Sure moſt Pity claims, 
So, zolly Lad, I'm for you. 


Ed VILLA ALL AE} ALL AC IEP ALLIED EYE Nel 


Enter Havycock. 


H ay. Gentlemen, I muſt beg you would go 
into another Room; for my Lord Bawble is 
Juſt coming, and he bath beſpoke this. 
Cant. 
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Cant. Le Diable ! one of our Directors! 1 
would not ave him fee me here for de Varld, 
Wife. Is my Lord come ? How eagerly I 
long to ſee him! 
Cant. Allons, Madam. 
Wife. No, I w_ ſtay with my Lord. 
Hay. He is juſt coming in. U 
Soul [ wil bring her to you preſently. DA * 
Cant. Well, you are de Woman of Honour. 
Bal. This new Face will not come to my 
Turn yet; fo I will to my dear Tawdry, 


Enter Ld. BAwBLE. 


Ld. B. Well, I have kept my Word; 1 
have brought the Ready. | ſee:ng Wite.] Upon 
my Soul, a fine Girl ! I ſuppoſe this is ſhe you 
told me of ? 

Hay. What ſhall I do? [d.] Yes, yes, 


my Lord, this is the ſame: But pray come a- 


way; for I can't bring her to any thing yet; 
ſhe is ſo young, if you ſpeak to her, you will 
frighten her out of her Wits ; have but a little 
Patience, and I ſhall bring her to my Mind. 
Ld. B. Don't tell me of Patience; II 
to her now; and I warrant, I bring her to my 
Mind. [ tbey talk apart. 
Wife. | at the other End of the Stage, looking 
at my Lord.] Ola! That is a fine Gentleman, 
E 2 indeed; 


J 
_ 
* 
; 
4 
4 
| 
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7 
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indeed; and yet who knows, but Mr. Thomas 
might be juſt ſuch another, if he had but as 
fine Clothes on? I wonder he don't ſpeak 
to me, to be ſure he don't like me; if he did, 


he would ſpeak to me; and if he does not pre- 


ſently, the old Fellow will be back again, and 


then I muſt not talk with him. 


Hay. Conſider, ſhe is juſt freſh and raw out 


of the Country, 


Ld. B. I like her the better. Tt is in vain 
to contend ; for, by Jupiter, I'll at her. I 
know how to deal with Country Ladies. I 
learnt the Art of making Love to them at my 
Election. 

Hay. What will become of me! I'll get out 
of the way, and ſwear to Mr. Zorobabel, I 
know nothing of my Lord's ſeeing her. [Ex. 

Ld. B. It is generous in you, Madam, to 
leave the Country, to make us happy here, 
with the Sunſhine of your Beauty. | 

Wife. Sir, I am ſure, I ſhall be very glad, 
if any thing in my power can make the Beaus 


and fine Gentlemen of this fine Town hap- 


He talks juſt like Mr Thomas, be- 


py. 
fore I was married to him, when he firſt came 


out of his Town-Service. 7 [ Afide. 
Ld. B. She ſeems delightfully ignorant. A 


Quality which is to me a great Recommenda- 
tion of a Miſtreſs, or a Friend. — O, Ma- 
dam, can you doubt of your Power, which is 


as extenſiye as your Beauty; which lights ſuch 


4 
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a Fire in the Heart of every Beholder, as nothing 
but your Frowns can put out. 

Wife. Il never frown again; for if all the 

fine Gentlemen in Town were in love with 
me, icod, with all my Heart, the 
more the merrier. 
Id. B. When they know you have my Ad- 
miration, you will ſoon have a thouſand other 
Adorers. If a Lady hath a mind to bring Cu- 
ſtom to her Houſe, ſhe: hath nothing more to 
do but to hang one of us Lords out for a Sign. 

Wife. A Lord! Gemini, and are 
vou a Lord? 

Ld. B. My Lord Bawble, Madam, at your 
Service. 

Wife. Well, my Lord Bawble is the pret- 
——— ever heard; the very Name is 

to charm one. My Ld. Bawble! 
. B. Why, truly, I think it hath ſome- 
thing of a Quality Sound in it. 

Wife. Heigh, ho! 

Ld. B. Why do you ſigh, a 

Wife. At what, perhaps, will make you ſigh 
too, when you know it. 


Ld. B. Ay, what ? 

Wife. I am married to an odious Footman, 
and can never be my Lady Bawble. I 
am afraid you won't like me, now I have 
told you. But I affure you, if I had not 
been married already, I ſhould havemarried 
you 
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you of all the Beaus and fine Gentlemen in the 
World: But tho” I am married to him, I like 
you the beſt ; and I hope that will do.” 
—_ B. 4 Yo po 6 my Dear; do 
ench an Idiot, or a Bite? 
>. zap — [4fide.) And fo you 
ate married to a Footman, my * 
Wife. Ves, I am; I foe you don't like me, 
now you know I am another Man's Wife. 
Ld. B. Indeed you ate miſtaken ; I diſlike 
no Man's Wife but my own. 
Wife. O-la: What are you marticd then ? 
Ld. B. Yes, I think I am: But I have al- 
molt forgot it; for I have not ſeen my Wife, 
till this Morning, for a Twelvemonth. 
"Wife. No! by Goles, you may marry ſome- 
body elſe for me. And now I think ont; if 
I ſhould be ſeen to him, I ſhall loſe 
all the fine things 


I was , 
Ld. B. What are you conſidering, my Dear? 
Wife. J muſt not ſtay with you any longer, 


for 1 an old Gentleman every Minute, 
ho promiſed me a thouſand fine Thi if 1 
would not ſpeak to any body but him : He 
promiſed to keep two tall luſty Fellows for no 
other Buſineſs but to carry me up and down in 
a Char, 

Ld. B. I will not only do that, but I will 
keep you two other tall Fellows for no other 
Uſe but to walk before your Chair. 


Wife. 
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Wife. Will you? Nay, I aſſure you, I like 
you better than him, if I ſhall not loſe any fine 
Things by the bargain.— But hold, now I 
think ont: Suppoſe I ſtay here till he come 
back again with his Preſents, I can take the 
Things, promiſe him, and go with you after- 
wards, you know, my Lord. Oh, how pretty 
Lord ſounds ! 
Ld, B. No, you will have no need on't; I 
will give you Variety of fine things. ( Till I 
am tired of you, and then I'll take them away 
again.) But, my Dear, theſe Lodgings are 
not fine enough ; I will take ſome finer for 
u. 
. O la! what are there finer Houſes 
than this in Town? Why, my Father hath 
five Hundred a Year in the Country, and his 
Houſe is not half fo fine. 


Id. B. O, my Dear, Gentlemen of no hun- 


dred Pounds a Year ſcorn ſuch an Houſe as 
this : No body lives now in any thing but a 
Palace. EE | 

Wife. Nay, the finer the better, by Goles, 
if you will pay forit. 

Ld. B. Pugh, p'ſhaw, pay ! never mind 
that: That Word hath almoſt put me in the 
Vapours.— Come, my dear Girl— [ k:/ſes ber. 

Wife. O fie, my Lord, you make me bluſh. 
He kiſſes ſweeter. than my Huſband, a thou- 
fand times; I did not think there had been 

* ſuch 
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ſuch a Man as my Huſband in the World, but 
I find I was miſtaken. | 
Ld. B. Conſider, my Dear, what a Pride 
you will have in hearing the Man you love 
call'd, Lordſhip. 
Wife. ip! it is pretty. Lordſhip! — 
But then you won't ſee me above once in a 
Ld. B. I wi you every Day, every Mi- 
nute: I like you ſo well, that nothing but 
being married to you could make me hate you, 
Wife. O Gemini! 1 forgot it was the Fa- 
Ld. B. Let us loſe no time, but haſten to 
find ſome Place where I may equip you like 
a Woman of Quality. 
__ Wife. I am out of my Wits. My Lord, I 
am ready to wait on Lordſhip, wherever Lord- 
ſhip pleaſes.- Lordſhip !: Quality! I 
ſhall be a fine Lady immediately now. 


erden 


Enter HAYCOCK. 


Hay. What ſhall I do? I am ruin'd for 
ever! My Lord hath carried away the Girl. 

Mr. Zorobabel will never forgive me; I ſhall 
loſe him and all his Friends, and they are the 
only Support of my Houſe. Fooliſh SJut, to 
prefer a rakiſh Lord to a ſober Jew : But Wo- 
men 


a... 


* 
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men never know how to make their Market 
*till they are ſo old, no one will give any 
thing for them. 


SD CNC 
Enter THOMAS, 


Tho. Your humble Seryant, Madam, Pray, 
Madam, how do you like my Clothes ? 

Hay. Your Taylor hath been very expedi- 
tious, indeed, Sir. | 

The. Ves, Madam, I fhould not have had 
them ſo ſoon, but that I met with an old Ac- 
quaintance, Tom Shabby, the Taylor in Mon- 
mouth-Street, who fitted me with a Suit in a 
moment. But where's my Wife? 

Hay. (What ſhall I ſay to him?) I believe 
ſhe is gone out to ſee the Town. 

Tho. Gone out! hey ! what, without me 
Who's gone with her? 

Hay. Really, Sir, I can't tell, Here was a 
Gentleman all over Lace: I ſuppoſe, ſome Ac- 
1 of hers. I fancy ſhe went with 

im. | 

Tho, A Gentleman in Lace ! I am undone, 
ruin'd, diſhonour'd ! Some Raſcal hath be- 
tray'd away my Wife. Zounds, why 
did you let her go out of the Houſe *till my 
Return ? 

Hay. The Lady was only a Lodger with me. 
I had no Power over her. 
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Vo. How did any Man come to ſee her? 
for L am ſure the did not know gne Man in 
Town. It 'muſt be ſomebody that uſcd to 
come here. 

Hay. May the Devil fetch me, if ever I aw 
him before; nor do I know how he got in.— 
But there are Birds of Prey lurking in every 
Corner of this wicked Town : It makes me 
ſhed Teary to think what Villains there are in 

the World, tobetray poor innocent young Ladies, 

Sh. Bo Cries. 

- Tho. Oons and the Deyil ! the AG fix 
Weeks of our Marriage ! | 
Hay. That is a pity indeed, —if you have 
beep marry'd no longer : Had you been toge- 
ther half a Year, it had been ſome Comfort. 
t 
prabability whoever the Gentleman is, he'll 
return her again ſoon. 
"Tho. Return her! ha! ſtain'd, ſpotted, ſul- 
lied! Who ſhall return me my Honour ?— 
S Death! III ſearch her thro' the Town, the 
World Ha! my Father here 
Goodwill. (entering.) Son, I met your Man 

obn at the Inn, and he ſhew'd me the way 

ther. Where is my Daughter, your Wife? 
Vo. Stolen ! loſt! every thing is loſt, and I 
am . | 
"Good. Hey-day ! What's the matter? 

The. The matter! O curſe this vile Town; 
Fdid but go to furniſh myſelf with a Suit of 

9 Clothes, 
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Clothes, that I might appear like a Gentleman, 
and in the mean time your Daughter hath 
taken care that I ſhall appear like a Gentleman 
all the Days of my Life; for I am ſure I ſhall 
be aſhamed to ſhew my Head among Foot- 
men, * ** 
Good. How ! My Daughter run away? 
Hay. I am afraid it is too true, 
Good. And db you ſtand meditating ?_ 
Wo. What ſhallI do? _ _ 2 
Good. Go advertiſe her this Minute in the 
News- Paper get my Lord Chief Juſtice s 
Hay. As for the latter, it may be advifabhle; 
but the former will be only throwing away 
your Money; for the Papers have been of. late 
ſo crammed with Adyertiſements of Wives 
running from their Huſbands, that no body now 
reads them. f 6 
Tho. That I ſhould be ſuch a Blockhead to 
bring my Wife to Town! nn 
Good. That I ſhould be ſuch a Sot as to ſuf- 
fer you! W. 
Tho. If I was unmarried again, I would not 
venture my Honour in a 9 keeping, 
for all the Fortune ſhe could bring me. 
Good. And if I was a young Fellow again, 
I would not get a Daughter, for all the Plea- 
ſure any Woman could give me. 


= Enter 
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FFC 5 
Enter Zo ROBA BEI. 


© Zor. Here, where's my Miſtreſs ? I have 
equipp'd her; here are Trinkets enough to 
ſupply an Alderman's Wife. | 
Hay. (I muſt be diſcover d.) Hufh, huſh, 
confider your Reputation ; here are Company. 
—Your Miſtreſs is run away with my Lord 
Bawble. 
Sor. My Miſtreſs run away! Damn my 
Reputation : Where's the Girl ? I will have 
the Girl. 
Good. This Gentleman may have loſt a 
Daughter too. 
To. Or a Wife, perhaps You have loſt 
your Wife, Sir, by the Violence of your Rage ? 
Zor. O worſe, worſe, Sir; I have loſt a 
Miſtreſs. While I went to buy her Trinkets, 
this damn'd Jade of a Bawd (where is ſhe? ) 
lets in a young Rake, and he is run away with 
her : The ſweeteſt bit of Country Innocence, 
juſt come to Town. S'Blood, I would have 
given an hundred Lottery-Tickets for her, 


Good 
ax low, Hell-hound ! 


Hay. I am an innocent Woman, and ſhall 
fall a Sacrifice toan unjuſt Suſpicion. 
_ Good, Oh! my poor Daughter 


Tho. 
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Tho. My Wife, that I had ſo much delight in ! 
Zor. My Miſtreſs, that I propos d ſuch 
Pleaſure in. | 
Hay. O the Credit of my Houle, gone for ever 
Zor. Ha! here the is again,” * 


SN eee 05 
Enter WIr x. 


Wife. Such Joy! ſuch Rapture ! Well, I'll 
never go into the Country again, Faugh ! 
how I hate the Name.— Oh ! Father, I am 
ſure you don't know me; nor you, Mr. To 
mas, neither ;—nor I won't know you. 
Ah, you old fuſty Fellow, I don't want any 

ing you can give ; nor you ſhan't come near 
me,—ſo you than't— Madam, I am very 
much oblig'd to you, for letting me ſee the 
World. I hate to talk to any one I can't call 
Lordſhip. | 
Good. And is this be-powder'd, be-curl'd, 
be-hoop'd Madwoman my Daughter 

| [She coguets affettediy. 
Why, Huſſy, don't you know your own Father? | 

Tho. Nor your Huſband ? 

Wife. No, I don't know you at all — I 
never ſaw you before, I have got a Lord, and 
I don't know any one but my Lord. 

Tho. And- pray what hath my Lord done to 
you, that hath put you in ſuch Raptures ? 
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Wife. 
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Wife. O, by Gole | who'd be fobl then? 
When I liv'd in the Country, I uſed to tell you 
every thing I did ; but I am grown wiſer now, 
for 1 am told I muſt never let my Huſband 
know any thing 1 do, for he'd be angry; tho 
I don't much care for your Anger, for I deſign 
always to live with my Lord now ; and he's 
never to be angry, do what I will — —Why, 

ithee, Fellow, do'ſt thou think that I am not 

Lady enough to know the Difference be- 
tweena Lord and a Footman ? 

Zor. A Footman ! y 

Hay. I thought he was a Servant, by his talk- 
ing ſo much of his Honour. 

Tho. You call me Footman ! I own I was 
a Footman, and had rather be a Footman 
fill, than a tame Cuckold to a Lord. I wiſh 
every Man, who is not a Footman, thought in 
the ſame manner. gt 
Soo. Thou art a pretty Fellow, and wor- 

thy a better Wife. 

Tho. Sir, I am ſorry that from henceforth I 
cannot, without being a Raſcal, look on your 
Daughter as my Wife; I am ſorry I can't for- 
Wife. Forgive me, ——ha, ha, ha; ha, ha, 
ha! comical ! why T won't forgive you, mun. 

- Good, What hath he done, which you will 
not forgive ? | 
Wife. Done | why I have found out ſome- 
body I like better ; and he's my Huſband, and 

| I 
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I hate him, becauſe it is the Faſhion : That he 
hath done. 

Zor. Sir Skip, a word with you : If you 
intend to part with your Wife, I will give 
you as much for her as any Man. 

Tho. Sir! 

Zor. Sir, I ſay, I will give you as much, or 
more for your Wife, than any Man, | 

Tho. Thoſe Words, which ſuppoſe me a 
Villain, call me fo, and thus ſhould be re- 
turn'd. Gives him a Box on the Ear. 

Zor. S'Death, Sir! do you know whom you 
uſe in this manner ? | 

Tho. Know you, yes, you Raſcal, and you 
ought to know me. I have indeed the 
greateſt reaſon to remember you, having 
purchas'd a Ticket of you in the laſt Lottery 
for as much again as it was worth. 
However, you ſhall have reaſon to remember 
me for the future; a Footman fhall teach fach 


a low, pitiful, ſtock-jobbing Pickpocket tp dare 
to think to cuckold [a Backers, F 


 [Kreks bim off the Stage. 
Ear. You ſhall dear of me in Weftminſter- 


Hall. 
Gad. Your humble Servant. 
[Kicking bim . 
Zor. Very fine! very fine a Ten- 
Thouſand- Pound Man is to be kick d! 
Good, A Raſcal, a Villain. 


Enter 
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Wife. O my dear Lord, are come ? 
IA. B. Fie, my Dear, you ſhould not have 
run away from me while I was in an inner 
Room, promiſing the Tradeſman to pay him 
for your fine Things. 

Wife O-my Lord, L only ſtept into a Chair, | 

as you call it, to make a Viſit to a fine Lady 

here. It is pure Sport to ride in a Chair. 

Ld; B. Bleſs me! what's here? My old 
Man Tom in maſquerade? 

e I give your Lordſhip Joy of this fine 
ir 
Id. B. Stay 2till I have had her, Tom. Egad 

ſhe hath coſt me a round Sum, and I have had 

nothing but Kiſſes for my Money yet. 

The. No, my Lord! Then I am afraid 
your Lordſhip never will have any thing more, 

for this Lady is mine. 

| 11 B. How! what Property have you in 
Tho. The Property of an Engli/b Huſband, 

my Lord. 

I B. How, Madam] are you married to 
this Man? 

Wife. I married to him ! 1 never ſaw the 
Fellow before. 


os Ld. 


Miſs Lv cv in Dun. 41 
Ld. B. Tom, thou art a very impudent Fel- 
low. | | 
Good. Mercy on me | what a Sink of Inis 
quity is this Town? She hath been here 
but five Hours, and learnt Affurance already to 
deny her band) „ 
Ld. B. Come, Tom, reſign the Girl by fair 
Means, or worſe will follow. 
Tho. How, my Lord, refign my Wike ! 
Fortune, which made me poor, made me a 
Servant; but Nature, which made me an Eng- 
liſhman, preſery'd me from being a Slave. I 
have as good a Right to the Little I claim, as the 


proudeſt Peer hath to his great Poſſeſſions; 
and whilſt I am able, I will defend it. 


Ld. B. Ha! Raſcal! [They draw, 
Good. Hold, my Lord ; this Girl, ungra- 
cious as ſhe is, is my Daughter, and this honeſt 

Man's Wife. 
Wife. Whether I am his Wife or no, is no- 
thing to the purpoſe ; for I will go with my 
Lord. I hate my Huſband, and I love my 
Lord, He's a fine Gentleman, and I am a fine 
Lady, and we are fit for one another. —Now, 
my Lord, here are all the fine Things you gave 
me; he will take them away, but you will 

keep them. for me. | 

Id. B. 80, now I think every Man hath his 
own again; and ſince ſhe is your Wife, Tom, 
much good may do . with her. I queſtion 
not 
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not but theſe Trinkets will purchaſe a finer 

ek [Extt. 

"Wike What, is my Lord gone ? 

Do. Ye, Madam, and you ſhall go, as ſoon 

| as I can get Horſes put i into a 

Wife. Ay, but I won't 90 with you. 

Tho. No, but you ſhall go without me: 

Your good Father here will take care of you 
into the Country; where, if I hear of your 

Amendment, perhaps, half a year hence I ma 

viſit you ; for ſince my Honour i is not 9 

I can forgive your Folly. 

Fife. I ſhall ſhew you, Sir, that I am a 
Woman of Spirit, and not to be gover n'd by 
my Huſband... I ſhall have 1 and Fits, 
(theſe they ſay are infallible) and if theſe 
won't do, let me ſee who dares carry me into 
the Country againſt my Will: I will ſwear 
the Peace againſt them, | 
Cod. Oh! oh] that ever I ſhould beget a 

Daughter ! | 
Tho. Here, John / 

Tobn (enters.) An't pleaſe your Worſhip. 

Tho. Let all my Things be ack'd np cquin: 
in the Coach they came in ;—and fend Betty, 
here this Inſtant with your Miſtreſss Riding- 
Dreſs———Come, Madam, on war}, ps 

1 


yourſelf of your Puppet-Shew eſs, as I 

of mine; they will make you ridiculous in the, 

* where there is ſtill ſomething of Old 
England 
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delay ;. by Heavens ! if you but affect to loiter, 
I will ſend Orders with you to lock you up, 
and allow you only the bare Neceſſaries of 
Life. You ſhall know I'm your Huſband, and 
will be obey'd. | 1 | 

Wife. (crying.) And muſt I go into the 
Country by myſelf ? Shall I not have a Huſ- 
band, or a Lord, or any body ?—If I muſt go, 
won't you go with me ? 

Tho. Can you expect 
after what hath happened ? 

Wife. What I did, was only to be a fine 
Lady, and what they told 'me other fine La- 
dies do, and I ſhould never have thought of 
in the Country; but if you will forgive me, I 
will never attempt to be more than a plain 
Gentlewoman again, 

Tho. Well, and as a plain Gentlewoman 
you ſhall have Pleaſures ſome fine Ladies may 
envy. Come, dry your Eyes; my own Folly, 
not yours, is to blame ; and that I am only 
angry with, 

N e. And will you go with me then, Tom- 
74% Ay, my Dear, and ſtay with thee 
too: I deſire no more to be in this Town, than 
to have thee here. 

Good. Henceforth, I will know no 
no Difference between Men, but what the 
Standards of Honour and Virtue create : The 


nobleſt 


it? Can you alk me, 


. 
* 
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nobleſt Birth without theſe is but ſplendid In- 


A 


* 


— 
Dee 
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With, bes ge ye pared Plane 
Innocent 1 , and virtuous Swains : 

-. , Farewell Town, and all its Sights, 
Baane ans Lords, and gay Delights : 

"Ws Alicidh Pump and Noiſe; 

2 Fe —— Love gives greater Jos. 

Jenn 79, "Cares. 

75-1 All is idle Pomp and Noiſe ; | 

Eee Joy. 
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